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"Is that your business?" she retorted a little in-
solently.

"I suppose it isn't/' he acknowledged. "You see,
I am well acquainted with your sister. I have some-
times considered filming an opera and giving her a
part in it. A profession like mine is far-reaching,
you know. It takes in every one who has any con-
nection with the arts."

"Dear me," she yawned, "what a bore that must
be!"

"Why?"

"To have so many acquaintances. You could not
possibly call them friends,"

Leonidas looked at her for a moment in silence.
There was not a line of her body that was not beau-
tiful, not a single feature with which fault could
be found. Yet her red lips were at that moment
distinctly pouting and there was a frown upon her
ivory-white forehead. The grey-blue eyes were in-
clined to be angry. Her expression was sulky.

"Don't you like having friends?" he asked.

"I dislike too many acquaintances, It is so stupid
to have to be polite to people you do not care for at
all. That is why I very seldom go out with nay sister.
She likes everybody. I like no one. It makes me a
little angry when people talk to me without invita-

tion."

"Like me?"
"Like you."
"Well, I am very sorry," he apologized, "but I
don't see what there is about me that should offend
you, I have been a very successful man in life. I am